REMINISCENCES

were friends. Where rolled the ocean, or the lake, or
the river, especially the Highland lake or river, thereon
was his home. He loved the reading of books, that is,
of books that were literary and poetic, and that dealt
with the heart, and the emotions and the common life of
ordinary men and women; and he loved to study life
for itself, and conld find subjects for mental pictures in a
London street as well as in a ruined castle. He ordered
his life so that his literary capacity should have its best
chance of working out its way. He told me himself
that for a long time he had worked only two hours each
day, and that not by any means every day in the week,
and while he was working he wanted absolute seclusion
and silence, and those around him made arrangement
that he should have his desire. But I need hardly say
that the two hours on the appointed working days did
not by any means represent the whole of Black's literary
labour. He carried his work about with him a great
deal. When he had a story in his mind he wrought at
it mentally, putting it together and building it up, shap-
ing his characters, and thinking out what they were to
do and say, while he was walking or driving through
London streets or lounging by the sea, or standing on
the deck of a yacht. Each day's writing was therefore
to him but the reducing to written order of the material
which he had been forming in his mind during hours
and days of what a chance companion might have
thought mere idleness. I am much inclined to believe
that while he may have seemed, even to some of his
friends, to be leading a life of ease and of joyousness,
he was in reality rather over-taxing his physical powers
by the constant exercise of all his mental faculties.
But of course this mental work too was in itself an
enjoyment to him. He lived a great deal with the

376t didf and 1 tut                  I did*
